FIGARO IN LONDON. 
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Satire should, like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy Montacur. 


‘« Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (tnough humble ones,) of Political history. They supply information as to the person and habits, 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”,-—Croxer’s New Wuic Guipe. 
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THE RUSSIAN STALKING BEAR. 
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The Tory trick of the Russian Dutch Loan has at length 
happily failed, though the anti-reformers sent out the great 
bear asa stalking-horse behind which to skulk, and take a 
deliberate aim against the existence of the ministers. The 
affair of Russia was palpably a ruse de guerre, but though 
the shots of the Tories succeeded in bringing down poor Hume 
to the ground, they missed the grand object in contemplation, 
the overthrow of the present government. 

It isnot often the Tories venture to advocate retrenchment, 
and prate in favour of economy, but when they do give vent to 
speeches and sentiments recommending parsimony with regard 
to the public money, they furnish a very novel entertainment to 
the readers of newspapers. But though these worthies can see 
the impropriety of the Whigs making large payments to Russia, 
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though they can dilate in plausible language on the enormity 
of ministerial extravagance, not one has been bold enough to 
avow that had the Tories been in office a different course would 
have been pursued. Sir Robert Peel, who has made the character 
of Joseph Surface his own, may preach economy to any extent 
without a scruple, but he feels that to practice what his own 
doctrine inculeates would be quite inconsistent with the part 
he has all along been playing. Baring too, who fills up with 
such admirable aptitude the little insignificant character of 
Snake in the same play, is found recommending frugality for 
once in his life, but when asked if he would really do what he 
pretends so much to approve, he avoids the question, aware 
that like his prototype, if he once stands convicted of a devo- 
tion to economy, the only character for utility he ever possessed 
is lost among his Tory employers for ever. Such is the farce 
of the Russian Dutch Loan Question, and poor Mr. Hume, 
though he has got himself into a scrape by the matter, has, 
after all, precisely hit upon the motives by which the actors 
have been influenced, How far it may have been policy for 
him to yote one way while he acknowledged his conscience 
would point out to him the other, is a question on which we 
somewhat differ with the honourable representative of Middle- 
sex. We have no great dread of the Tories gaining the ascen- 
dancy, for we feel assured they could not hold for one mouth 
the reins of government. ‘The choice is not between Tories and 
Whigs, but between Whigs and Radicals, for none but a more 
liberal ministry than the present will be able to make a stand 
in areformed Parliament. Wellington has already had one 
taste of areturn to power, (office we should have said,) and 
we should be very much surprised to find that he feels a second 
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Mr. 
Hume therefore need not again, we think, be under the necessity 


time inclined for the elevation to the post of Premier. 


of voting black is white for the sake of keeping out a Tory 


Ministry, but he may act on the dictates of his own cunscience, 


leaving it to the people to settle the question of the Govern- 


ment. 

In conclusion we call our readers’ attention to our caricature, 
which shows at one view the use which the Tories wanted to 
make of the Russian Loan Question.—Seymour has certainly 
the happy knack of saying with his pencil in one quarter of a 
column, as much as we are able to say with our pen in the 
whole of a leading article. 


THE INTERPRETER. 


Hatton Garden Legislators. 

On Wednesday two poor men were charged, by a couple of police 
spies, named Much and Fryer, with creating an obstruction in the 
street, by disseminating a satirical publication, called The Reformer’s 
Catechism. They were suffered to depart after an injunction not to be 
guilty of the same ofience again; but the whole of their little stock in 
trade was taken away from them. Mr. Sergeart Sellon, in his remarks 
on this case, said that collecting a mob of persons by any means in the 
street, even though it was merely through the waving a handkerchief, was 
a breach of the peace.— Wee kly Dispatch. 

Considering the odium incurred by employing policemen as 
common informers, we are much surprised that the system is 
not in a most summary way put an end to by the government. 
In the various useless attempts to stop the circulation of know- 
ledge, numerous pieces of absurdity have proceeded from the 
magistrates’ mouths in every way worthy of the cause of igno- 
rance they have been elicited in favouring. Mr. Sergeant 
Sellon, with a wisdom peculiar to the magisterial bench, seems 
to have declared that “ to collect a crowd in the street amounts 
toa breach of the peace, even though merely caused by the 
waving of a handkerchief.” After this we must be very careful 
how we blow our noses, lest one among the passers-by, should 
happea to stand to stare at us, and on Mr, Sellon’s interpreta- 
tion of the law, we should then have committed a breach of the 
neace, sufficient to warrant our being lugged off to the station 
We should like to know how many times his Majesty 
has committed a breach of the peace according to the learned 
Sergeant; why William the 4th never moves out of his palace 
without being guilty, to a much greater extent, of the enormous 
crime which, when committed by two poor men, demanded a 
rigimarole lecture from the Dogberrys of Hatton Garden. 


house. 


A Lawless Magistrate. 


Worsnip-street.—Edward Dunn was brought up under the following 
circumstances :—A police constable said he took the prisoner into 
custody on the preceding night, as he had two seale-boards in his pos- 
session, Of which he could not give a satisfactory account, 

Mrs. White, a widow, in Holloway-lane, Shoreditch, said, she had four 
helpless children to support. She purchased the boards, to which a re- 
gular label of the duty was attached, for her business of a hat-box maker. 
She employed the prisoner to carry them. 

The Magistrates at once discharged the prisoner. 

Two ecxcisemen now stepped forward, and said, that as the case of 
felony had been dismissed, they should seize the seale-boards, 

Mrs. White, had taken possession of them, and 

Mr. Broughton said, ** Let me see you seize them if you dare, while they 
are in this office.” 

£xciseman.—Then will you turn the woman and her property out. 

Mr. Brvughton.—No, Sir; this is a public office, and the woman may 
stay here if she chooses. 

The widow then continued in the oflice for some time. The excise 
oficers kept watch outside, but getting wearied, they stepped into a 
house for some refreshment, and the widow escaped with her scale- 
boards.— Morning Chronicle Report. 


The above paragraph sets in a peculiar light the conduct of 
both policemen and magistrates, and shows us the state of 
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injustice and folly into which both these classes have lately 
fallen. It is hard to say which most decidedly unite in their 
characters, the most ferocious tyranny with the grossest igno- 
rance: it is, we repeat, very hard to determine whether brutality 
and foolery joined, belong in the greatest maturity to a police- 
man ora magistrate. A constable mects a person with two 
scale-boards in his possession, and hurries him away to the 
station- house, because forsooth the account he gives of the 
property does not seem unto the sapient blue devil to be quite 
satisfactory. Nobody can consider himself safe, if in case 
of his being disinclined fo satisfy a policeman, he is liable 
to be incarcerated. It will be dangerous soon to walk about 
with a watch in one’s pocket, lest in the event of a refusal 
to answer every impertinent question as to where and how 
the property was obtained, the person to whom it belongs 
may incur the suspicion of some inquisitive biue devil, and sub- 
ject him to a walk to the station-house. The policeman’s 
rascality being disposed of as it ought, up starts Mr. Broughton 
to turn the justice-room into a mere mockery, by fiercely 
defying an exciseman to put the law into execution. What his 
worship could mean by his conduct we are at a loss to con- 
ceive, for to see a magistrate bullying a law officer, for 
threatening to do his duty, was a scene which must have been 
perfectly unintelligible. We cannot conclude better than by 
some remarks on the subject taken from our clever and 
spirited contemporary the Examiner.—* ‘There is a magistrate 
setting an example of a violation of the law! Unless Govern- 
ment sanctions the violation, he ought to be dismissed, and the 
solicitor of the excise, who usually proceeds with so much 
vigour against pennyless creatures, ought, if equal justice is to 
be administered to persous of high and low degree, to proceed 
against this magistrate fur aiding the escape of the possessor 
of the contraband commodity.” 


A Clergyman missing. 

On Thursday afternoon the services of the Rev. Mr. Bailey, the 
chaplain of the Tower, were required to read the funeral prayers over 
the body of a soldier who died of cholera that morning within the 
fortress, but the Reverend Gentleman was non est inventus; search was 
made for him in every direction but he could not be found, The orders 
of the Governor of the garrison to bury the corpse immediately were 
peremptory, and the Lieutenant in this dilemma, procured the common 
prayer-book and declared that none of his men should be buried like 
dows, and as the body was being lowered into the grave he read the 
burial service in a very impressive manner, while the Serjeant acted as 
clerk.— Weekly Dispatch. 

It appears very hard that the officiating minister of the 
Tower, whose duties are trifling, and whose salary is good, 
should take himself out of the way just at the time his services 
appear to have been required. So much for his neglect of duty, 
but the absolute necessity for his presence at a funeral is another 
question ; though as he is well paid for it he has been guilty of 
gross negligence in not attending. However, it is very doubtful 
whether the poor soldier was not just as well buried without the 
parson’s aid, and he is probably quite as far on the road to 
heaven, though the burial service read over him happened to 
proceed froma Licutenant’s lips, instead of from those of a 
duly ordained clergyman. ‘The prayers for the dead may after 
all be heard as well, though the mouth that utters them does 
not chance to be consecrated by an alliance with the portly 
body of a well-fed parson, 


GLOUCESTERIANA, N° 15. 


“ Who,” said the Duke, the other day to Higgins, ‘ is this 
Somerville, about whom I have lately seen so much in the 
newspapers?” ‘ He is, your Royal Highness,” was the toad- 
eater’s submissive reply, ‘*a private in the Scotch Greys.” 
‘Dont make a fool of yourself, Higgins,” was the Duke’s 
elegant rejoinder, “ the man is quite public, and you must be 4 
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ninny-hammer of the first water to think of calling him a pri- 
pate.” 

The Duke having been told that vegetables were extremely 
likely to encourage the Cholera, he declared that it would be 
very awkward, as there might be many persons in public offices 
who would be afraid of taking Salary (celery.) 





ENGLISH MELODIES, Nos. 14 and 15. 


Poor Lord Lyndhurst has been lately very much conscience 
stricken; for his numerous tergiversations haunt him to a 
degree which can excite no other feeliig than pity in the breasts 
even of his enemies. There is a distracted wildness about the 
following melody which shows the state of the Ex-Chancellor’s 
mind, and calls aloud for sympathy. 

Air.—Jl’ve been roaming. 
I’ve been turning,—I’ve been turning, 
Tory, Radical and Whig, 
And I’m earning, and I’m earning, 
Something handsome by the rig. 


I’ve been turning,—I’ve been turning, 
Over politics wide range, 

But I’m earning, yes ’'m earning, 
Money by each little change. 


I've been turning,—l’ve been turaing, 
Till I have been made a Peer, 

And I’m earning, oh! I’m earning, 
Several thousand pounds a year, 


I’ve been turning,—I've been turning, 
Almost every way ’tis plain, 

And I’m yearning, yes ['m yearning, 
To be Chancellor again. 


Almost every way, ’tis plain, 
To be Chancellor again ; 

And I’m yearning, and I’m yearning, 
To be Chancellor again. 





Mr. Horace Swiss feeling himself at present on the eve of 
being thrown out of employ, has taken the precaution to send 
yound the following melody in the shape of a cireular to all 
his Tory patrons, hoping that some of them will be induced to 
use their influence for him at the approaching elections. 


Arrk.—My, heart and lute. 
i give thee all, [ can no more, 
Though poor the offering be, 
My speech and vote are all the store 
That I can bring to thee. 


A speech, whose silly trash reveals 
A Tory soul full well; 

And better far a vote that seals 
The words my speech may tell. 


Though talk and vote may fail, alas! 
To drive the Whigs away, 

At least “twill make them quicker pass, 
Or tease them while they stay. 


If anarchy its chaos fling 

Over the people’s brain, 
With William safely in our strings 
We'll all be in again. 


—>—~ 


BREVITIES. 


‘* Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shakspeare, 








Mal-apropos. 
It must be admitted on all hands that the Duke of Wellington 
8, in the House of Lords, quite out of place. 
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Zpigram. 
(On the Wisdom of Lord Ellenborough’s Conceit.) 
Who, says his Lordship’s vanity, 
Is other than discreet, 
He is a ‘ fool,” and so must be 
‘* Wise in his own conceit.” 
Past Bearing. 

Mr. Baring has on account of the health of the metropolis 
postponed his bill respecting the privileges of members of par- 
liament. Does he suppose it impossible to deprive them of the 
freedom from arrest, while they are every day subject to be 
taken off by the Collarer. 

Epigram. 
(On Lord Eldon’s Charity.) 
The charity of Eldon give to fame, 
He has at last subscribed—How much ? 
A Nonsuit. 

Notwithstanding the many cases in which Sir Charles 
Wetherell has figured, he has never in the whole course of his 
professional experience appeared in a good suit. 


His name. 


Bad Practises. 

The maxim says that practice makes perfect, but surely Sir 
James Scarlett has no pretensions to perfection, though no one 
can deny the extent of his practise. 

Epigram. 
Life is a lottery where we find 
‘That fortune plays full many a prank, 
And when poor Gloucester got his mind, 
*T was fortune made him draw a blank. 


The Fine Arts. 

Sir Robert Peel, the other night, declared his willingness to 
vote away any sum for the encouragement of the Arts. It is 
certain the rts he has practised, have taken some thousands 
out of the pockets of the public. 

Hard words. 

It is natural the Tories should resort to violent invective in 
their speeches, for their object is to support every species of 
abuse. 


ee ee 
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An ambiguous compliment. 
| Some of Lord Londonderry’s friends call him a man of sound 
sense. We must admit that the only sense to be found in his 
Lordship’s speeches is all sound, 
Epigram. 
To satire Wynford has a strong objection: 
Strange that his Lordship shuns the least reflection. 


It is ungrateful in Hunt to brow-beat poor Mitchell, the 
person who caused the honourable member's return for Preston. 
for he ought not to knock down the man who has been the 
means of putling him up. 


! 
| Setting a man down. 
} 


Epigram. 
(On the value of the Duke of Cumberland. ) 
[f Cumberland should die, they say 


His loss could easily be stood : 
But I to that must answer, nay, 
For none could ever make him good. 


An ailing. 

Some candidates in the country have been bribing the electors 
with ale. Let the people be upon their guard against men who 
in this particular, pledge themselves to liberal measures. 

What's in a name. 

It is strange that a man should be ordered to desist from 
vending cheap publications, by a Sergeant whose name is 
Sell-on, 


eee 
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4 distant Goal. 

The friends of Bishop Philpotts declare that his holiness is 
pursuing the course of honesty.—From the little progress he 
has made towards the point in pursuit, it would appear that the 
father in God had set out upon a hopeless journey. 


THEATRICALS. 





Covent Garden has fallen into the hands of a foreigner, who 
has commenced his crusade against the legitimate drama, by 
introducing a heap of foreign artistes upon the boards of our 
national theatre. It disgusts us to hear people talk of the 
neglect of native talent, when we daily see instances of the 
boundless patronage bestowed on foreign adventurers. The 
spectral Paganini by dint of lank visage, coarse black hair, and 
a few meretricious tricks upon a fiddle-string, contrives to 
excite the wonder of Englishmen, who allow him to pick their 
pockets to the tune of some thousands. Taglioni too, finding 
the simplicity of Englishmen so good a speculation, has managed 
to saddle not only herself, but her father and mother, brothers 
and sisters, &c. &c., upon that idiot John Bull, to the present 
exclusion from a patent theatre of all native merit. Covent 
Garden too, which never could be made to pay when devoted 
to English plays, and managed by English people, has suddenly 
become the resort of fashion, now that it contains a troop of 
foreign performers under the direction of a foreign manager. 
Laporte, has in addition to all this, ventured to calculate so far 
upon the mean spirited submission of an English audience to 
foreign imposition, that he has dared to do that which partly 
caused the O. P. row when done by John Kemble, namely, he 
has appropriated to private boxes a great portion of the theatre 
formerly allotted to the public. By such insulting means as 
these, is M. Laporte allowed to pocket his weekly hundreds, 
and to keep money from the doors of our own theatres, the 
English Opera and Haymarket. The former of these, however, 
owing to the unceasing spirit of the manager, continues to thrive 
in spite of all oppesition, but of the latter we know nothing, as 
Mr. Morris thought proper to refuse an application we lately 
made to him for an admission. He surely does not suppose we 
can take any trouble about his house, if any obstacle is thrown 
in our way, for in receiving any privilege from a theatrical 
manager, we always feel we are doing him a service in noticing 
his establishment. We congratulate Mr. Morris on doing so 
well that he can afford to despise the influence of the press, 
and more particularly has he cause to rejoice, if he can be 
careless about the silence of Figaro in London, which perhaps 
goes into the hands of more play-goers than any other periodical. 
His comfortable disdain of a penny publication is really quite 
enviable, for itis an apathy in which we suspect half the actors 
and managers in London would give a great deal to participate. 

We last week contrived to drop into the Cobourg, where we 
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assembled in the pit by way of audience. Such a noisy mob 
cannot however be strictly called by the name of audience, as 
not a word of the performance could be heard, though on the 
principle of Zucus anon lucendo, we may perhaps call the 
Cobourg ruffans an audience a non audiente. It would be 
impossible to speak critically of any entertainments, presented 
to a collection of ragamuffins such as we have alluded to, thuugh 
amid the confusion which prevailed, we occasionally heard 
snatches of dialogue, in an affair called the Merry Wives of 
Lambeth, in which Mr. J. Russell, a tenth rater from Drury 
Lane was swaggering in all the pride of unapproachable buffoon- 
ery. It was painful to see a man in years, as Mr. J. Russell 
evidently is, degrading himself into a grimace maker for the 
pleasure of hearing the hoarse laughs of a set of rapscallions 
such as those before whom he was playing. It is dreadful to 
contemplate what a horrible subjugation of intellect must have 
taken place, before he could have brought himself to make 
mouths with evident gout for the sake of being hooted and 
bellowed at in token of approbation by such a gang as we found 
collected on Saturday in the interior of the Cobourg theatre. 

We have had two new pieces at the Strand, one from the pen 
of Mr. Selby, called a Day at Paris, and the other by Mr. 
Lunn, having the title of Wheedling. The former is a pleasant 
piece that does infinite credit to its author, and shows us that 
though Selby is but a poor actor, he has talent of another kind, 
quite sufficient to atone for his histrionie deficiencies— 
Wheedling is not so good, though written by an old hand, 
but men with reputations are too apt to become careless, and 
thus often risk the celebrity they have acquired. 

A: Mrs. Honey has succeeded to the situation of Miss Dix, 
and promises to be a more animated substitute for the latter 
lady, who relying too much upon a pretty face, was apt to relax 
into a state of listlessness, which gave to her acting a high 
degree of insipidity. . 

The Surrey has produced Knowles’s play of the Hunchback 
in a very superior manner, and it is said such is its suecess that 
Mr. Osbaldiston intends making a very handsome present to its 
author. We trust there is truth in the rumour, as it is fit that 
those interested in the destruction of theatrical monopoly, 
should not take advantage of any of those abuses the present 
proceedings on the subject are intended to rectify. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


The man who writes from Back Lane, St George,s in the East, but 
whose name is so ill written that we cannot positively read it, is informed 
that his insolent epistles will in future be returned unopened. 

The doggerel about Gravesend Pier which its writer seems so certain 
will be received, is trash, and ergo, inadmissible. 

The Checque on Coutts and Co., signed by the Tory Marquis of ———, 
lies at our office. We cannot take the side of the opposition on the 


Dutch Loan Question, 
Lord Brougham’s communication is good, but hardly piquant enough 


were horrified at the mass of filth and vulgarity which had for Figaro—the Chancellor will perbaps have the kindness to try again. 
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